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At the very last, news came through Indian scouts that the summer might be full of danger, and my heart was almost broken at finding that the general did not dare to take me with him. Whatever peril might be awaiting me on the expedition, nothing could be equal to the suffering of suspense at home.
The black hour came again, and with it the terrible parting which seemed a foreshadowing of the most intense aguish that our Heavenly Father can send to his children.  When I resumed rny life, and tried to portion off the day with occupations, in order that the time should fly faster, I found that the one silver thread running through the dark woof of the dragging hours was the hope of the letters we were promised.   Scoiits were to bo sent back four times during the absence of the regiment. The infantry came to garrison our post.   In the event of attack, my husband left a Gatling gun on the hills at the rear of the camp.   It is a small cannon, which is discharged by turning a crank that scatters the shot in all directions, arid is especially serviceable at short range. A detachment of soldiers was stationed on the bluff back of us, that commanded the most extended view of the country.    The voice of the sentinel calling, at regular intervals during the night, "All's well,57 of ten closed our anxious eyes.    Out there one slept lightly, and any unusual noise was attributed to an attack on our pickets, and caused us many a wakeful hour.   With what relief we looked up daily to the little group of tents, when we finally realized that we were alone.
The officer who commanded this little station was an old bachelor who did not believe in marriage in the